The other day a lady visited a patient in a lunatic asylum, and although she knew the weather was dull and foggy, she could not for days afterwards dismiss the notion that it was a brilliant sunshiny morning; the effect of cheerful wall-paper, flowers, singing birds, and pretty things at that asylum blotted out everything else. We have much the same feeling about our visits to the special schools tinder the London School Board (with one exception, to which we shall refer presently); and we should like to prescribe some such visits, by way of mental tonic, for those who are inclined, as Stevenson says, to bleat about their own sorrows and the burthen of life.
The children dealt with in these classes are (1) blind, (2) deaf, (3) mentally deficient, and (4) 
